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Surely a precious thing, one worthy note,
Should thus he lost for ever from the earth,
Which might have pleased the eyes of many men.
What good should follow this, if this were done ?
What harm, undone ? deep harm to disobey,
Seeing ohedience is the bond of rule.
Were it well to obey then, if a king demand
An act unprofitable, against himself?
The king is sick, and knows not what he does.
What record, or what relic of my lord
Should be to aftertime, but empty breath
And rumours of a doubt ? but were this kept,
Stored in some treasure-house of mighty kings,
Some one might show it at a joust of arms,
Saying, "King Arthur's sword, Excalibur,
Wrought by the lonely maiden of the Lake.
Nine years she wrought it, sitting in the deeps
Upon the hidden bases of the hills."
So might some old man speak in the aftertime
To all the people, winning reverence.
But now much honour and much fame were lost.
So spake he, clouded with his own conceit,
And hid Excalibur the second time.
And so strode back slow to the wounded King.
Then spoke Bang Arthur, breathing heavily:
* What is it thou hast seen ? or what hast heard ?
And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere :
* I heard the water lapping on the crag,
And the long ripple washing in the reeds.'
To whom replied King Arthur, much in wrath:
e Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue,
Unknightly, traitor-hearted !   Woe is me '
Authority forgets a dying king,
Laid widow'd of the power in his eye
That bow'd the will.    I see thee what thou art,
For thou, the latest-left of all my knights,
In whom should meet the offices of all,
Thou wouldst betray me for the precious hilt;
Either from lust of gold, or like a girl
Valuing the giddy pleasure of the eyes.